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In one of the symmetrically laid out gardens a
gold-crowned mosque soared white and graceful
from an orange-grove. In purity of style and crafts-
manship it matched the palace, and it, too, was of
white marble inlaid with a floral pattern in precious
stones recalling the illuminations of a mediaeval
manuscript. This miniature " Pearl Mosque," so
exquisite in its fragility, stands to the Pearl Mosque
of Agra as the Sainte Ghapelle in Paris to Notre-
Dame.
Some nine miles from Delhi, at the end of a road
fringed by mosques and derelict mausoleums, stands
another memorial of Moslem Delhi, the Kutb
Minar. The Kutb is a remarkable tower, built,
most probably, by a Pathan emperor to celebrate
a victory. A number of Jain and Hindu temples
were demolished to supply materials for the tower.
It is a quaint structure, on the lines of a factory
chimney, ringed every fifteen yards by balconies that,
growing narrower as the tower ascends, give it the
appearance of an upended telescope. I own I
could not share in the enthusiasm which nearly
everyone professes for this edifice. I infinitely pre-
ferred the ruins and the flowers growing in its shade
between roofless mosques and the decapitated pillars
on which friendly-looking buzzards took their ease.
THE PRESENT
The name of Delhi is applied indiscriminately to
the existing city and the capital in the making ; the
latter, however, like any new-born babe, is still at
the purely vegetative stage of its career. And,
whenever Delhi is the theme, you can be sure the
speaker is referring to the first-named city.
For the politician Delhi is the Washington of